Cruel farewell, since I do but annoy thee,
and love in song grows tedious unrequited.
I go, and let who will or can enjoy thee,
though never will he match the love you slighted*
In fifteen months love taught me tricks and fashion,
planting within my brain the seeds of verse,
Now reason schools the lunacies of passion
and brings me to her side and makes me hers.
Feed not this child, who gnaws upon the heart,
the angler catching fools upon the string,
the comedy, the perfect liar's art,
a hundred pains and one joy vanishing*
Nay, let's be sure, however things may seem,
that man is doomed who sups upon a dream.